Pop 

by iPast and Presentl 


Category: Sonic the Hedgehog 
Genre: Friendship, Tragedy 
Language: English 

Characters: Bark, Bean, Fang/Nack 
Status: Completed 
Published: 2016-04-07 01:39:27 
Updated: 2016-04-07 01:39:27 
Packaged: 2016-04-27 22:40:55 
Rating: T 
Chapters : 1 
Words : 1,858 

Publisher: www.fanfiction.net 
Summary: He goes. 


Pop 

**Pop** 

"Ya know somethin'. Bark?" 

The bear is silent, his vigilant eyes trained with untapped 
intelligence upon the trees. Rather, he watches the shadowy spaces 
between the trees. 

"Exactly." Nack laughs once. A cruel, husky bark of a laugh. Before 
the weasel splutters violently and almost drops his cigarette. 

After a moment. Bark gives Nack a thump on the back. Meant to be 
gentle, the blow is almost forceful enough to send the comparatively 
slight weasel careening face first into the fire pit. 

"Oomph! Thanks, ya big lug." Nack impatiently waves the bear away and 
takes in a shaky breath of recovery. Then, speaking past an overgrown 
tooth, the weasel adds wheezily, "Ya don't talk much, pardon the 
understatement, and that's why ya get to be my favourite hired 
man . " 

"Aw, boss," bemoans Bean with hurt, sitting curled up at Nack's 
boots. Rocking a little, something shiny and potentially explosive is 
lovingly cradled to the fowl's shallow, feathered green breast and 
faded red ascot, battle worn. It's hard to make it out, whatever the 
treasure may be, as hidden as it is within his devoted grasp. "Just 
once, I wish you'd spontaneously say something cosy-nice like that 
about me . " 


"Shuddup, you big chicken, " the weasel mutters gruffly, yet with a 
peculiar touch of tenderness. "Now, as I was sayin'." Nack blinks. 



Looks to Bark. "What was I sayin' again?" 

Predictably, Bean answers in the bear's place. 

"You were flattering big-bad-Barkaroo instead of 
oh-so-sad-and-little-old-me, boss . " 

"Ah! I was, wasn't I?" 

"You were, boss. Made it sound like I'm cold, dead turkey to you, 
compared to the gloriousness that is Bark." 

"Not far off, maybe." 

"Chopped liver. Last week's news. Except I've never been the news. 
Wait. Not the news itself, buta€ 1 maybeaC 1 I might've been _in_ the 
news . Hmm ! " 

"Gotcha. Now, back to what I was tellin' Bark, here." Nack sets his 
hand over the bear's broad back, as high as the weasel can reach. A 
surprisingly intimate gesture. "You're a good man. Bark." 

"There you go _again_! " 

"Shuddup, you." 

"Just kiss already!" 

The bear frowns. 

"Ignore him." Nack fondly pats Bark. "Good man." 

"You're being sentimental again, boss. I think a kiss is in 
order . " 

"Ya only act like a bad man because I pay ya to." 

"And now you're ignoring me! Again!" 

The bear inclines his head in mute assent. 

"Still. You're good. Ya know why?" The weasel does not wait for an 
answer that will never come. "'Cause a good man's true to himself, 
whoever he may be. That takes courage." 

"What if he's consistently a slimy coward? And doesn't his allegiance 
matter? " 

"W-wella€l Uha€ 1 Ya better just shuddup, m'kay." 

A dramatic sigh. "Can't promise, boss!" 

A cough. "Anyway. As I was sayin'." More strongly, "A good man's a 
man that's so true to himself, he takes action without the need for 
fluffing himself up with hollow words. Big words, ya know. Words 
designed to make the man look bigger." A sly, husky snigger. "To, 
heh, compensate for his smallness, see?" 

"No need to compensate for Barky-warky-bear . No, sir! He's a big 
fella. " 



"Sure is. Bean. 


"What, with those rippling, chiselled muscles, " murmurs the duck as 
if speaking through a dream. "But the person he's hiding 
underneatha€ 1 He's a person within a person. There's more than what 
you see on the outside. Like a big hunk ofa€ 1 cake." 

"Cake? Pft. Where 'd you get that idea, ya maniac?" 

"He's cuddly and sweet, boss! Plus, he's got layers to his character. 
Like a tiered cake." 

"Oh. Well. Ia€l suppose." 

Bark blushes faintly from over the brim of his scarf. 

Nack nods, satisfied and slightly impressed. "That was really 
perceptive of ya. Bean." 

"Thanks, boss." A playful hum. "I try." A thoughtful hum. "Actually, 

I am rather brilliant. I shall try more often." Then, the fowl shrugs 
happily before cooing adoringly over his object. Distracted, he 
abandons intelligible conversation for the interim. 

"Anyway. Like I was sayin'." The weasel pauses to knock some ash off 
of his cigarette. "I admire a good man, a brave man, a man of action. 
Comes with the territory, I guess. Ya know?" 

A slight shake of the bear's large head. 

"No? Well, I'll give it to ya. Give it to ya straight. With all the 
meanings of the word." 

"ShiiinyaC 1 " 

"Bein' a hired gun is an adventure of its own and it comes with its 
perks, sure. But, uha€ 1 " Nack sighs. "Sometimes, it's lonely 
work . " 

Bark turns impercept ivity toward the weasel. The bear listens. 

"Not just when one's goin' solo. Sometimes, solo's the best way to 
clear one's head. To get in touch with one's inner nature. Shit like 
that." Nack has yet to remove his hand from Bark's broad, firm back. 
The pressure of the weasel's touch remains, hot on the bear, as high 
as Nack can reach. "Then there's the teamwork. Sometimes it's great. 
But, when ya take up this line of workaC 1 " A sigh. "Not much 
trustworthy company." Softly, "Then again, I met you." 

A sharp inhale. 

"I get the feelin' that I can sorta depend on ya. Trust ya to do 
what's gotta be done. To do what I ask of ya. And ya never talk, 
soa€ 1 in some ways, it's like I'm goin' solo. But I'm not." 

Eyes, harbouring untapped intelligence, finally drift from the trees, 
or the spaces in-between, meeting with the shrewd, harshly emotional 
glare of the speaker. 



"So, thanks, is what I'm sayin'. Ya know." A fang gleams amidst the 
smirk. "For, uh, stickin' around all these years." More softly, with 
husky sincerity, the weasel murmurs, "For bein' a good man. Even 
though ya act the bad man, 'cause I pay ya. You're still my good, 
hired man at the start and end of the day. I might forget, sometimes, 
but I'm still sure of it." 

Bark doesn't so much as flinch, his steady hands spread before the 
f ire . 

"Are you two gonna kiss, now?" 

"No, birdbrain." 

"Aaaw. " 

Nack is about to add to his thoughts, but the light of comprehension 
momentarily leaves his eyes. "What was Ia€l?" Embarrassed, he hides 
his lapse. "Never mind. Probably nothin' important, anyhow." The 
weasel, noticing his hand on the bear's back, abruptly withdraws, as 
if bitten. 

Bark doesn't respond. Not on the surface. 

"Well, erra€ 1 It's late." Nack huffs, straightens his hat, and stalks 
carelessly over to the tent, leaving cold in his slender wake. "We'll 
take it in shifts, " he calls back through smoky tendrils, stomping 
out the remains of his cigarette in the dirt. "The usual." 

" Yes , boss ! " 

Eyes follow the retreat of the crooked tail. Eyes gradually, 
privately, softening. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"The beer here tastes like rat piss, " says Nack with a smack of 
his lips. "Don't ask me how I know. I just do. I can see it. I know 
bad beer just by lookin' at it. Can smell it, too. I would know bad 
beer by its look and its stink. Sure have had my fair share of 
swill . "<p> 

A pause. 

"You can smell it too," he repeats, a little absently. 

Bark says nothing, gazing meditatively into the depths of the huge 
mug. Contents untouched. His reflection appears stoic, but a little 
sad, too, if you look hard enough. Eew are brave enough to try. It's 
a little lonely, sometimes. 

The weasel plays with the gemstone. Turns it over in his gloved 
fingers. "This'll set us up nicely for some time. Good work, boys." 
His hat rests low, obscuring his eyes. His other hand rests on the 
firm grip of his pistol, at rest on the table top. 

There aren't many patrons, aside from them. Not today. 

"I'm thirsty . " 



"Want some water?" 


"Do I look like a child? 'Course not. I'm gonna have myself a grownup 
drink . " 

"But the beer tastes like rat's piss." 

"What?" 

"I don't think you should drink it." 

"Why does beer bother ya all of a sudden? Never took ya for a 
connoisseur . " 

"WellaCl it's just thataC 1 I'm worried, well, we're 
worriedaC 1 " 

"'Bout what?" 

"Your, eha€ 1 little drinking problem." 

Blue eyes widen. "Oh." Narrow once more. "That." 

"Yeah . That . " 

"Right . " 

The animals are still and quiet. 

"You've been sober for a while, now. Would be a shame to stop now, 
right ? " 

"I guess so." Nack sighs. "I forgot about that." He licks the edge of 
his tooth. "Be honest with me, boys. Do ya think I'm gettin' old and 
stupid? " 

"Old, sure, but never stupid. JustaC 1 forgetful." 

"You feathery bastard. It's close enough." 

"We're happy for you, is all I'm saying. Happy that you're trying to 
quit. Happy that you're staying true to yourself, and trying. 

Nobody's perfect. And it's okay, if we need to remind you once in a 
while. You're still doing great." 

Nack grits his teeth. Shuddering, the weasel lets his nose downturn, 
threatening to dislodge his hat. "Don't patronise me." 

"We're your friends, boss." 

A whimper. "You'reaCl too kind. Too optimistic about a man's 
nature . " 

"You don't mean that. Maybe you can't, but I can. I can remember. The 
campfire. The forest. The starry sky. When, a few weeks ago, you said 
to Bark that he was good, and there was talk of cake and kisses, 
anda€" " 


"Whoa, now. What's this about cake?" 



Bean flounders for something to say. 

Nack is suddenly different. Changed. 

A murmur to oneself, "Oh, bossaCl" 

The weasel lights another cigarette, feeling thirsty, but somehow 
reluctant to drink. His eyes remain hidden from view, but the tear 
still fleetingly caresses his jaw and falls, exploding upon the 
table. Either he doesn't notice or he doesn't 
care . 

"BossaC 1 ?" 

"Listen to me. I like the sound of my voice. Ya like it, too?" 

" Yes , boss . " 

"I sound like I should be on radio, eh?" A cruel bark of husky 
laughter turns into a spurt of painful coughs that go on for too 
long . 

The fowl does listen, wincing. "Maybe you should try to quit smoking, 
too," Bean says, but too quietly to be heard over the cacophony. His 
little voice gets swallowed up by a toothy maw. "I'll remind you. 
Later . " 

Warm light streams in from foggy glass. 

"Anyway," Nack manages upon recovery, "ya know my memory's not what 
it used to be." He wipes away the spittle, and tears, on the back of 
his wrist. "Sorry, but, uha€ 1 tell me again." He tips his hat up to 
reveal his eyes, his glare harsh and bloodshot with emotion. "What 
was it ya said about a radio, just now?" 

Sinking a little. Bark does not look up from his mug, finding kinship 
in his stoic, unhappy reflection. 


End 
f ile . 



